CHAPTER IX
THE GOOD COMPAXIOX:
t         t
I WAS disappointed in most of the meetings 1 heard
Mr, Gandhi address in London, People clamoured
for tickets for weeks after they were all sold; long
distances were travelled and all sorts of complicated
adjustments made to enable individuals to. gratify
their passionate desire to see Mm and hear his
message. Then when the night came, it seemed
that they never met the real man; somewhere there
was constraint, fomality* an unlooked-for sense of
strain; they never got to know this cheer}', friendly.
humorous man.
Whence came this sense of awkwardness? Was
it fear on the part of the organisers of doing the
wrong thing? Or was the disconcerting strangeness
to be found in Mm? Surely not! His garments
are not unusual to anyone accustomed to Eastern
ways, and probably ever)' member of the audience
had seen countless pictures of Bible characters in
clothes looking very much the same as his* Often
I used to try to bridge the chasm beforehand by
telling him on the early morning walk the sort of
people he would be facing in the evening, describing
individuals known to me personally, letting Mm
G                                  Si